70                       RELIGIOUS COURTSHIP.
La. Alas! William, I know nothing of it; I am such, an unaccountable wretch, God knows, I know nothing what belongs to praying, not I; thou hast let me see further into it, by that thou saidst just now, than ever I saw or heard before.
Will. Why, look ye now, and't please you, I told you it would break out when you knew not of it, and you would pray to God before you were aware: did you not pray just now ?
La. Pray! why, what did I say ? I said I know nothing of prayer.
Will. Nay, that was not all: what is the meaning of those words, Alas, William! and whence came that sigh when you called yourself that hard name ? and what was the sense of your soul but this, God be merciful to me, and teach me to pray ; for, alas ! I know nothing what belongs to praying: was not ail this praying ?
La. Indeed, William, my heart had such a kind of meaning; but I cannot form the thought into words, no, not into my very soul.
Will. It is all one, sir : God, that moves the soul, certainly hears his own motion ; how should he but hear it? is it not his own working! The preparation of the heart, and the ansioer of the tongue, is of the Lord: he will hear every sincere desire which he forms in your soul, whether it be conceived into words or no ; for it is the voice of his own spirit and grace.
La. Thou art a comforting preacher, William ; I don't wonder you enjoy snch a shining beam of light in your own soul, when you have such a sense of things as this: you shall be my instructor, William; I may call you father rather; for thou art better to me than ten fathers.
Will. 0, sir, and't please you, my discomforts are very great, and the beam you speak of is very dim